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THE LILIES 



THE great moon rose through sul- 
len trees, 
A brooklet murmured in the vale, 
And on the bosom of the breeze 
A bird poured out its moon-mad tale. 

Upon the meads, when skies are mild. 

How willingly a soul reclines. 
And as a lonely wandering child. 

Itself to Nature's heart resigns. 

Suns shine on heads unused to prayer. 
Moons light their way across the snow; 

But ah they find not Heaven there, 
Nor Hell; their path is nude and slow 

I turned to pray; a Lily said 

" Pray not in words, for Life is prayer; 
Words but remind us of the Dead, 

For which our lives alone prepare." 
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The waves were chained in blissful sleep; 

Like drowsy sentinels arrayed, 
The Cedars, leaning from the steep, 

Observed their images portrayed. 

The Waters mirrored eveiy star, 
The hum of day was heard no more; 

A restless plover from afar, 

Sent one frail note from shore to shore. 
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The aimless path fades with Life's span, 
But Fame transcends the vulgar grave; 

And Centuries mourn for one great man 
While Memory glorifies the Brave. 

Transcends the grave for you and me, 
Who linger as they pass before; 

But whither, whither do they flee, 
As one by one they are no more ? 

Could all the world will ever know, 
And all the world has ever known 

Convince us, if, beneath the snow. 
The Lilies laugh or if they moan. 

How many have we seen depart 
Who journey to the fabled shore; 

But never yet the hand — the heart 
That opens and that shuts the door. 

The funeral dirge, the wreath of flowers — 
The solemn prayer, the tears — the pain, 

^re not for those whom death embowers. 
But for the mourners who remain. 
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Life is but what we make of Life; 

Some praise our toys and some condemn; 
But in serenity or strife 

They are but what we make of them. 

The Poet's search for hapj^iness. 
The truth of all the Sages say, 

Amounts to little more than this, — 
"Go pass the time as best you may/' 
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The Lilies slept refreshed with dew, 
The petals hid each little face; 

I wondered if these flowers knew 
The emptiness of Time and Space. 

I cried, " Why was I not made thus, 
How bright they '11 waken with the sun! ** 

They stirred and said, " What waits for us 
Waits Nature's children — every one." 

She holds the key to all the lore 
Which circumscribes the human race; 

In us is part of all Her store. 

Each thought to common things we trace. 

She gives and yet retakes again; 

Man is the blossom of Her breast. 
Her greatest gift is sealed with pain. 

Thence born, and there we sink — to rest ? 

We are no more than what is nought. 
We are no less than what is great 

Let him who wanders deep in thought 
Our boasted value estimate. 
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Nature has reared a ponderous throne 
And in Her realm gives us a place; 

The world is not for us alone, 
We are but masters of a space. 

No bird upon the drooping bow 
Who mourns beside an empty nest» 

But joy and pain have taught her how 
Immortal passions sweep the breast. 

No Lily taken from the streams, 
But withers as we press her cheek, 

A symbol of unfinished dreams, — 
Oh mercy! mercy! for the weak! 
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'T is passing strange this life of ours, 
Nought in this world can we explain; 

We are as helpless as the flowers 
Forced into life by April rain. 

What reap we for our joy and pain 
Except the hour in which it lives ? 

He who can fathom Loss and Gain 
Can tell us what the Future gives. 

The Lily comes, the Lily goes, 

We know not whence, nor where it went; 
It livfes! — to-morrow come the snows. 

And if to die, why was it sent ? 

The hand which brought the month of June 
And placed the Lily on the wave. 

That hand, no other, soon, too soon 
For the white Lily makes a grave. 

Beneath the snow, the sifting snow; 

The lazy falling flakes of snow; 
The snow that dims the moon-lights glow 

And drifts upon the land below. 
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But ah no matter for the snows, 
Nor clouds that gloomify the night; 

Some where a mountain Lily grows, 
Some where there falls a thread of light. 

Why waste the hour cursing Fate ? 

None for the Lily makes delay; 
And yet she never cries " too late! '* 

For she makes all of every day. 
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And now the moon had risen high, 
And spread its beauty on the sand; 

The stars were dreaming in the sky, 
And a deep* hush fell on the land. 

Not one frail leaf stirred on the tree, 
The shadows deepened by the hill; 

And as from sorrow never free. 
So sang the mournful whippoorwill. 
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When man moulds man Nature is lost; 

Lean not upon uncertain hours; 
What cares the Lily for the frost 

When tasting June's delightful showers. 

And if she cared would frost be less, 
Or would her dust make better dust? 

Grasp at the fleeing happiness 
And in the hour put your trust. 

For like the seed our deeds will grow; 

The harvest of to-day was sown 
One thoughtless hour long ago, 

And yet we cry, " Ah, had I known." 

Fear not to speak who hath a tongue. 
Nor fear to look with open eyes; 

And sing your strain, that, having sung, 
You care not what echo replies. 

Fear not to strike who hath a cause, 

For war is our inheritance; 
And so (in Nature's book of laws) 

*T is writ where none can tear it hence. 
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Each thing we love for its effect, 

And crave it most when it is lost; 

In after hours we reflect 

And value it by what it cost. 

When do we yearn the brimming cup, 
When water bubbles at our feet, 

Or when the desert sun is up. 
And we are choked with sand and heat? 

We greet the May buds joyfully. 
Then summer with its torrid glow. 

But ere it culminates, ah me! 
We long for Autumn and the snow. 

Not half so useful nor sincere. 
Nor to our innate gifts so true. 

As tender buds that year by year 

Enrich the soil from which they grew. 

There is no work we make complete 
But what Ambition's claw will rend; 

No song how ever pure and sweet, 
But it must sing itself to end. 
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And now a great, white cloud appeared. 
Upon the jewelled path of Heaven; 

By hands invisible was steered. 
And by the higher winds was driven. 

Its shadow stole along the ground, 
And darkness gathered round about; 

And now and then, an opening found, 
The bright and silvery moon peeped out; 

And then once more was hid from view, 
Until the cloud passed on its way. 

And now it sallied forth anew 
In all the brilliancy of day* 

An eagle rose on wings sublime. 
And swiftly passed the silent fen; 

A rabbit trembled in the thyme. 
And all was motionless again. 
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Who brings within our narrow scope 
The impulse of a smothered tear; 

Pity, compassion, love, and hope. 
Or hate and jealousy and fear? 

Who tells the stars the time of night ? 

Who tells the sun the time of day ? 
And yet they read the hours aright 

Nor in the heavens lose their way. 

Who tells us of the coming Spring, 

How cruel, how cold the Winter's snow; 

How tenderly the thrushes sing, — 
And yet we know, and yet we know? 

Who tells the doe the month — the day. 
When restlessly she seeks her mate? 

Who whispers to the fawn at play 
Of whom to love and fear and hate ? 

Who told the rivers where to flow? 

Who tells the spider how to weave;. 
And all Her children here below — 

" To feel! to feell is to believe." 
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II 

Our life is like a forest glade, 
One path leads here and one away; 

We issue from the mystic shade. 
And vanish at the close of day. 

And here like children pass our time, 

Dreaming imaginative things; 
And yet no vision so sublime 

But greed will break its dainty wings. 

Nothing but has its natural cause, 
Could we but excavate the source; 

And yet we contemplate nor pause 

But in the cloud lands take our course. 

How many bribe their way with gold. 
Or by the church their sins defend. 

And think that lighted candles hold 
Salvation! — Why, 'tis all pretend. 

*Tis with the eye the world must read; 

And truth is smothered in the heart; 
Mere words cannot explain a deed. 

For words are progeny of Art. 
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Our expectation holds a pain, 

But unexpected joy is pure; 
Our budding hopes will prove in vain, 

For rumination will allure. 

How oft we hope and long — alas! 

And seek and seek and never find; 
Yet where it lies we blindly pass 

And ah, too late! view it behind. 
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The moon had slowly sunk from sight. 
One shadow lingered everywhere; 

And darker, darker waxed the night. 
And denser, denser grew the air. 

More deep the Forest's solitude, 
When low! — as with a soul possessed, 

A star of wond'rous magnitude 
Arose above the mountain's crest. 
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Walk not in the forbidden way, 
The mysteries — the Fate of man; 

For those who seek for knowledge, stray, 
Enlightment is not Nature's plan. 

Like clouds they rise and soar and fret, 
Like clouds they gain a better view 

Of earth (our ignorance), and yet. 

Like clouds they know no more than you. 

Nature and Genius both are blind, 
And feel their way without a flaw; 

While the enlightened plod behind 
And try to tell what Genius saw. 

The fool begins where Sages end, 

The Lilies spring from mud and mire; 

The oak will break where Lilies bend. 
And weeds will grow where buds expire. 

Where Sages end begins the fool. 

The Lilies spring from mire and mud; 

And knowledge is the glittering tool 
That clips the freedom of its bud. 
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And now a train of clouds appeared. 

Eclipsing the horizon's rim; 
Some parted, some together veered, 

Until the morning star grew dim. 

And vanished in a silver flame; 

And the great clouds once more were][still. 
And more distinct the woods became. 

More faint the song of " whippoorwill/* 

The East a dull gray tone assumed, 
As if by sudden magic drawn; 

A waking bird his feathers plumed, 
And so gave presage of the dawn. 



THE LILIES 27 

15 

A bosom is but Nature's alter. 
Burning the incense of Her love; 

The sacred flame should fail nor falter. 
Till wafted to the realms above. 

Nature the Bard, Her harp our souls; 

And tenderly She feels the strings. 
Now She incites and now condoles 

And from our hearts Her music springs. 

Let those console who know the pain, 
Those censure who have felt the sting; 

For they will sing the sweetest strain 
Whom shame and sorrow taught to sing. 
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No gain but somewhere there is loss, 
No loss but somewhere there is gain; 

If snow took not the Lily's gloss 
Ah who would welcome April rain! 

Beauty will blossom in the breast 
When every hope and longing dies; 

As suns will sink into the West, 
And leave their glory in the skies. 

Nothing is lost in Nature's realm, 
Although transitions flood the earth; 

The hand of Death which guides the helm 
Is but a shade concealing birth. 

In night's demise is born the day, 
The ghosts of stars are in the morn, 

The flowers spring where trees decay. 
And so in Death new Life is born. 

The springs gush from the moss; the stream 
Ends in the sea its wanderings. 

Whence clouds arise in vapory steam 
To fall in rain; and lo! — the springs. 
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How frail the line twixt night and dawn, 
A thrushes' note can slip between; 

In Life and Death of all Her spawn, 
Nature hath traced a line as keen. 
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A black-bird piped within the swale, 
A blue-bird sang beside the stream, 

And morning brushed aside her veil 
And rose still blushing at her dream. 

In all her charms she tripped along, 

And breathed upon the slumbering lake; 

A million birds burst out in song, 
A million echoes cried "Awake!" 

How fragrant Nature's breath at dawn, 
When dews still linger on the fern. 

And one by one the mists are gone. 
And mountains one by one return. 

The sun now peeped above the East, 

Resplendent as a ball of fire; 
The singing of the birds increased. 

The sun ascended higher — higher. 

Its crimson flooded all the plain; 

The brilliant colored oriole 
Gushed forth his song, and in the strain 

I heard the longings of a soul. 
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How beautiful the water's face, 
When first the ripples are set free. 

And dancing Water-lilies grace 
The morn in all its purity. 

And as the mists were borne away, 
Wrapped in the tresses of the wind, 

A heart was thankful for the day 
Which hides the shadows of the mind. 
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